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from Falmouth, to announce their safe arrival from their
two-years' voyage, and their hope in about a week to
arrive at Arbroath for welcome there.'
But in a day or two after this joyful letter there arrived
in Arbroath a leaf torn out of my pocket-book arid
addressed 'To the Owners of the Vessel the Caledonia of
Arbroath,' with the brief and thrilling tidings, written by
myself in pencil, among the fragments of their wrecked
vessel, that the whole crew, except one man, were lost
'upon my rocks.' My note spread a general dismay in
Arbroath, for the crew, from the clannish relationship
among the Scotch, were connected with a large number
of the inhabitants. But to return to the touching details
of Le Daine.
'We rounded the Land's End,5 he said, 'that night all
well, and came up Channel with a fair wind. The cap-
tain turned in. It was my watch. All at once, about
nine at night, it began to blow in one moment as if the
storm burst out by signal; the wind went rnad; our
canvas burst in bits. We reeved fresh sails : they went
also. At last we were under bare poles. The captain
had turned out when the storm began. He sent me for-
ward to look out for Lundy Light. I saw your cliff. *
[This was a bluff and broken headland just by the
southern boundary of my own glebe.] *i sang out,
"Land!" I had hardly done so when she struck with a
blow and stuck fast. Then the captain sang out, "All
hands to the maintop!" and we all went up. The
captain folded his arms and stood by silent.'
Here I asked him, anxious to know how they expressed
themselves at such a time, *But what was said afterwards,
Le Daine?9
'Not one word, sir; only oner, when the long boat went
over, I said to the skipper: "Sir, the boat is gone." But
he made no answer.'
How accurate was Byron's painting!—
'Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave.'
'At last there came on a dreadful wave, mast-top high,
and away went the rnast by the board, and we with it, into
the sea. I gave myself up. I was the only man on the
ship that could not swim; so, where I fell into the water,
there I lay. I felt the waves beat nie and send me oik
At last there was a rock under my hand. 1 clung pri,
Just then I saw Alick Kant, one of our crew, swimming
past. I saw him lay his hand on a jock and I sang out,

